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suspended on threads, and other trifles which greatness and

death have made sacred.    Against the  opposite wall, where

.               you enter the bedroom, there is a high writing-

Sesc^pUon,      desk, on which stands a little statue of Napoleon

4ug.-0ct. '      in creamy glass.    The bedroom is very small.
M-               By the  side of the bed stands a stuffed arm-

chair, where he used to sit and read while he drank his
coffee in the morning. It was not until very late in his life
that he adopted the luxury of an arm-chair. From the other
side of the study one enters the library, which is fitted up in
a very makeshift fashion, with rough deal shelves, and bits of
paper, with Philosophy, History, etc., written on thern^ to
mark the classification of the books, 'Among such memorials
one breathes deeply, and the tears rush to one's eyes. There
is one likeness of Goethe that is really startling and thrilling
from the idea it gives one of perfect resemblance. It is
painted on a cup, and is a tiny miniature, but the execution is
so perfect that, on applying a magnifying glass, every minute
stroke has as natural an appearance as the texture of a flower
or the parts of an insect under the microscope.

Equally interesting is the G&rtenhaus, which we used to
see almost every day in our walks. Within, it is a not un-
comfortable homely sort of cottage; no furniture is left in it,
and the family want to sell it. It stands on a pleasant slope
fronting the west, and there is a charming bit of garden and
orchard attached to it. Close to the garden hedge runs the
road which leads to Ober Weimar, and on the other side of
this road a meadow stretches to the trees which border the Ilm.
A bridge nearly opposite the Gartenhaus takes one to the Bor-
kenhaus, Carl August's little retreat, from which he used to
telegraph to Goethe. The road to Ober Weimar was one of
our favorite walks, especially towards the end of our stay at
Weimar, when we were glad of all the sunshine we could get.
Sometimes we used to turn out of it, up a grove of weeping
birches, into the ploughed fields at the top of the slope on
which the Gartenhaus and other little villas stand. Here we en-
joyed many a lovely sunset: one in particular was marvellously
splendid. The whole hemisphere was golden, towards the
east tinted with rose color. Prom this little height we looked
on the plantations of the park in their autumnal coloring, the
town, with its steep-roofed church and its castle tower, colored
a gay green, the line of chestnuts along the Belvedere Chauss^e,
$nd Belvedere itself peeping from its nest of trees.
Another very favorite walk of mine was the Webicht, a       Sara Hennell,
